had not seen in over a year, thinking that in a month
they would see one another

Nor was he thinking of her nowf although the walls
held,* like a withered flower in a casket^ something of
that magical chaos in which they had lived for two
months, tragic and transient as a blooming of honey-
suckle and sharp as the odor of mint* He was^thinking
of his dead brother; the spirit of their violent comple-
menting days lay like dust everywhere in the room,
obliterating that other presence^ stopping his breath-
ing? and he went to the window and flung the sash
crashing upward and leaned there? gulping air into
his lungs like a man who has been submerged and who
still cannot believe that he has reached the surface
again-

Later5 lying naked between the sheets^ he waked
hims'elf with his own groaning* The room was filled
now with a gray light, sourceless and chill, and he
turned his head and saw Miss Jenny9 the woolen shawl
about her shoulders, sitting in a chair beside the bed.

"What's the matter?" he said.

"That's what I want to know/5 Miss Jenny an-
swered, "You make more noise than that water pump.**

"I want a drink.59

Miss Jenny leaned over and raised a glass from the
floor beside her. Bayard-had risen to his elbow and he
took the glass. His hand stopped before the glass
reached his mouth and he hunched on his elbow^ the
glass beneath his nose.

"Hell/5 he said, "I said a drink**

"You drink that milk, boy/5 Miss Jenny commanded.
"You think I'm going to sit up all night just to feed
you whisky? Drink it, now.'*
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